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become morally hopeless, but the efforts of their
improvers become altogether vain.. Does our
author, then, really see in the world around her
any sure signs for the faith that she feels and
inculcates? Is the awe that the ' vision' inspires
her with due to the width of her view, or to a
haze that distance lends to it? Let us turn from
her generalisations on man to the specimens she
offers us of typical individual men.

We used to question whether in the whole
range of fiction there was ever a being so unreal
and so meaningless as the gentleman or the man
of fashion described by Dickens. Certainly no
chimaara or centaur could be more impossible
than Sir Mulberry Hawk or Lord Frederick
Verisoplit. But George Eliot has, we think,
equalled Dickens. If Sir Mulberry Hawk and
Lord Frederick are chimeras, the men and
women of ' Theophrastus Such' are wraiths.
They are intended to be typical human beings,
but they are hardly human beings at all. They
are like shapes seen in a dream, which seeni
always on the point of speaking, but which
never utter a sound, and .|which grow more faint
and shadowy the more we look at them. TVe
cannot, indeed, call them impossible, as we could